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Mormonism. 


Mr. WALES presents us with a very striking 
this this 
timely and aggressive subject. Timely, be- 


and cartoon week on 


suggestive 


cause it is looking us full in the face every 
day: aggressive, because it continues to flaunt, 
push, and flourish in the eyes of the world a 
relic of barbarism, growing like an unwhole- 
the civilization of the nine- 
We will not anything 
the monstrousness of the evil, for, of 


course, everybody not a Mormon admits that it 


some fungus on 
teenth century. say 


about 


is a disgrace to the age in which we live; butis 
it not strange that so glaring a smooch onthe 
brow of liberty does not bring out one or more 
master opposers, as the evil of slavery did? 
President Arthur struck the official axe into the 
obnoxious upas tree and invited Congress to 
Other 
have made suggestions of a like nature, but 
Still the poison- 
tree flourishes; still the 
disgusting old Mormon lecher shakes his fist 
at law and decency; while his score or more 


finish hewing it down. Presidents 
still nothing has been done. 


ous of Mormonism 


continue in their bondage and 
Not only in Utah, but in the 


of “wives” 
degradation. 
finds it stronger than before. 
Proselyting and emigration are swelling their 
from without, and unnatural 
increase, which civilization stamps as illegiti- 
makes numer- 
ous, year by year, that we should be amazed 
if we only knew the truth. <A few years more 
of such growth will well nigh enable them to 


every year 


numbers an 


mate, them so much more 


carry out the threats they have made of openly 
defying the reproof of decency and the arm of 
the law. 

And yet nothing is done towards pricking this 
social fester. Congressmen go about, wrang- 
ling or grinding their private axes, engaged 
in anything but what the country blushes on 
attend to. 
searcely skin 


account of and demands them to 


President Arthur's axe went 
deep, but no Congressman has yet come for- 
ward to take it up and become the champion | 
ot decen¢ y. 

Right here TH like to ask 


one or more questions which he considers eCX- 


JUDGE would 


ceedingly pertinent, although possibly they 
may appear a trifle personal. 

Isthere a man in Congress who has a moral 
and political record clean enough to come 
boldly out and attack this evil of Mormonism, 


| enough and strong enough to enable 


THE JUDGE. 


and if there is such an one, has he got patriot- 
ism enough in his composition to go thus to 
the front? If there is one withsuch a record, 
even if he does not possess the patriotism, 
will not his natural selfishness prompt him to 
win immortality instead of perishable dimes 
and dollars? 

And still no one comes forward, no cham- 
stink still rises to 
Therefore 


we can only conclude that there is not a soli- 


pion appears, and the social 


smite the face of offended Heaven. 


tary member of Congress who dares to cham- 
pion a cause of decency, either because he has 
not the brains to do so, or because they fear 
that their own moral record is not good 
them to 
grapple with a moral reform of the Mormon 
dimensions. 

But for 


what a humiliating thought it is 


American citizens ! 


Whitney’s Father-in-law 


A TALL, elegant gentleman, with a black 


mustache and gold-edged eye-glasses, who 
wears full evening dress when he attends Dem- 
ocratic gatherings, is none other than William 
C. Whitney, the high and mighty Counsel to 
the Corporations of the City and County of 
New York. ile 
and clerks rolling in easy chairs in the third 
floor of the Staats Z itung building. Mr. 


Whitney is just now deeply engrossed in plan- 


has an army of assistants 


ning to secure the Democratic 


his father-in-law for the Presidency. Strange 
as it may seem, this father-in-law is an Ohio 
man—Payne, of Ohio, who is deep in the 


management of railroads, and who a short 
time ago ran foul of that prince of railroad 
wreckers, and Sage of Tombstone, Samuel J. 


Tilden. In fact, Mr. Whitney 
much engaged in the great work of bringing 


has been so 


| his loving father-in-law to the front that when 


recently called before a legislative committee 


an a eM et ; . | to give testimony concerning that extraordi- 
lerritories, is this social cancer spreading, and 
| nary department over which the Dock Com- 


| missioners have had such interrupted sway 


for so many years, he found difficulty in ex- 
He 


said that his salary is now $12,000 a year. 


plaining the workings of his own office. 
It was formerly $15,000. The appropriation 
for the last year’s expenses of his department 
was in the neighborhood of $60,000, he said, 
but he did not 

his salary or not. 


included 
His memory was painfully 


know whether that 


How would 
it do to have a Corporation Counsel for the 


deficient coneerning like trifles. 


creat city and county of New York who does 


know something about his office, and who is 
not pulling wires to make his father-in-law 


President of the United States? 


Thompson’s Little Bill. 


IT is understood local statesmen 
that the bill which Hubert O. Thompson, the 


Commissioner of Public Works, and his rapa- 


among 


cious gang of heelers succeeded in having 
passed by the Legislature of 1881, but which 
was vetoed by Governor Cornell, will make its 
This bill 
is ostensibly ‘‘ for a further supply of water to 


reappearance in Albany this year. 


nomination of 


the city,” but is, in fact, for a further supply 


of gin, diamonds, and bank accounts for a 


horde of politicians that even Tweed in his 
Under 


the power conferred by it Thompson would 


worst days would have shrunk from. 


have millions of dollars at his disposal, and 
had 


would sink into insignificance by comparison 


the political patronage which Tweed 
with that which Thompson would control. 
How Thompson expects to succeed any better 
this year than he did last year is a secret 
known only to himself, but it will be a good 
vear for the tax-payers to keep their eves W ide 
Let them that Governor Cornell 


open. pray 


will not become drowsy. 


Asked and 


Answered. 


Ir it may please Your Honor, may I be permitted to 
ask instruction on the following point: Why are Jersey- 
men called Spaniards lono Ramus. 

Newark, N. J., Jan. 12, 1882. 


Certainly—and with pleasure. 

Not because they resemble Spaniards, for 
Not of either their 
speech or courage, for both are of the Dutch 
variety. Not the old 
gag about New Jersey being ‘‘out of the 
Not because of the 
peculiar quality and character of local mud 
adhering to the Jerseyman’s boots, for in 


they do not. because 


because of and stale 


Union,” for it never was. 


Spain they have no red clay, and the majority 
of Spaniards have no boots. Ergo: The real 
reason why Jerseymen are called Spaniards 
is this: In Spain the common form of saiuta- 
tion is, ‘‘How do stand?” 
(note the similarity of 


you In Jersey 
expression!) it is, 
‘‘ What are you going to stand?” Verb. sap. 


see? 


WE believe that the old suggested prevent- 
ive for railroad collisions (making a director 
ride on the cow-catcher) could be improved 
upon. 
the train. 


Ir has leaked out that the opposition to a 


man’s marrying his deceased wife’s sister 
comes from the wives themselves. They 


somehow think they would live longer if it 
continues to be illegal for good-looking sis- 
ters to succeed them. 

THE exodus of colored people from South 
Carolina is a queer affair, if we can credit 
some of the newspaper reports. One of them, 
commenting 

‘é No 
Carolina. 


upon the dark moving cloud, 
negroes have 
There was 
why they should go, and we are glad they 
The writer of that article can 
have a position on THE JUDGE and name his 


Says: migrated from 


South no good cause 


are gone.” 


own salary. 

THE everlasting Erie Canali question is up 
It isa sort of 
pentine nightmare that continually haunts the 
Empire State. Why not stock it with fish, 
and let the people have a chance to reap 


ser- 


before the people again. 


some benefit from it ? 
THE sniffing around for ‘‘ bones” has already 
commenced in many State capitals. 


We suggest a director on each end of 





















































Youtn—She comes ! 


I never felt the curse of poverty 
until now. 


tO GC. W. F. 


Untucky Cyrus! to forget 
A saw you should have known, 
Which might have cautioned you to | 


The New York Times alone! 


Your case is not to be preferred 
To what it was before; 

A mess quite bad enough you've stirred, 
And made the odor more! 





“ERRATICS.” 


Raw oysters should always be eaten when 
they are in the prime of life. 

Cuow-Cuow is the only Chinaman that is 
forever getting into a pickle. 


SHAME and Obscurity to Uncle Sam’s little | 


army: ‘Give us your Flipper!” 

INDIANA has one Congressman who is so 
much of a self-made individual that he boldly 
claims the Orth-orship of his own being. 

A RAPID and swollen torrent 
take its course oftener than Justice is. 


THE beam will be cast out of Guiteau's eye 
as soon as a black cap is drawn over his head. 
So mote it be. 


‘TLL be up to take a look at you in the | 


morning!” said the declining sun to the dusky 
landscape. 





AN obstreperous boy deserves to have a 
leather meddle—with his sensitive anatomy. 

RICHTER says that ‘‘any one is gentlest 
when strongest in resolution.” This rule lam- 
entably fails to work when a_ hen-pecked 
man puts down his foot and pipes, ‘I will be 
boss in my own house, now you see if [ ain’t!” 
She sees; and he isn’t. 


is allowed to | 
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ONE week-day eve. 
With wise forethought, 
A paper of fine cut 
I bought, 
Which my chuin’s eyes 
Had barely caught, 
| Before, with active brain, 
| Distraught, 
| He clutched ‘‘a chew” 
| And left me naught. 
THOUGH an upright business man be ‘as 
| open as day,” he is compelled to shut up at 
night. 


‘*To look pretty is the duty of every wom- 
an,” remarks other woman. It is 
small wonder the winsome sex neglects all 
other duties to attend to this special one. 


some 


THEY were hard at it with their come-day, 





go-day, neverspare Sunday broil. Rough 
| words, ugly recriminations. Suddenly the 


tempest lulled, as she made a rush for the 
wincow. This was Guzzleschnapp’s 
chance, and he noiselessly slid out 
door and headed for 


only 
the back 
‘«The Traveler's Home.” 
| He had been saved by a passing Gainsborough 
| with its shaded ostrich plume. 


| 


GOTHAM’S boot-blacks move inthe most pol- 


ished cireles and are bound to shine, but they 


had a hard brush to gain a foothold in society. 


THE hotel cook had been educated at a 
Latin school, and as he nimbly split the pods, 
his fellow-servants heard him mutter ‘* Pac 


vobiscum.” 

IT is more pleasant to revive a fainting girl 
than either the memories of youth or the deeds 
of your ancestors. 


A BURST of applause is not quite as fatal as 
an explosion of wrath. 
told ime. 


So a married lecturer 


CONSTERNATION is the most excitable nation 
in the world. 

How paradoxical it seems to talk about the 
downfall of an upstart. 

EXPLORERS tell tall stories, but the builders 
of modern French flats ereet much taller ones. 


MANY persons are so lost toa sense of honor 


_ that they never seruple to betray an anxiety, 


























beautiful of her sec.” 
‘“* You embarrass me,” 





A FRAGMENT. 
¢ Permit me,” said Velour De Vermicelli, ‘ to offer this slight tribute of the deepest affection to the most 


said Lady Brophy Grogan, ‘this taffy is much too too.” 























Revised Arabian Nights. 


THE STORY OF SIDI NONMAN 


THE Caliph carefully wiped the human gore 
olf his scimiter on his baggy breeches, turned 
to the person who had been arrested by one 
of the Abou Bergh’s agents of the Society for 
the Prevention of Cruelty to Man, and de- 
manded of him the cause of his inhumanity ; 
whereupon the culprit gave the following ac- 
count of himself : 

My name is Sidi Nonman. I succeeded, a 
few years ago, to a handsome competence 
earned by the sweat of my father’s brow. All 
I needed te complete my happiness was a cabi- 
net appointment and a wife. In order to se- 
cure the latter I advertised in tne *‘ Personal,” 
column of the New York Herald. The even- 
ing mail brought me four hundred and sixty- 
three responses from as many women who 
seemed to be positive that their sole mission 
After 
reading the various missives, I opened a cor- 
respondence with one whose letter indicated 


in this life was to make me happy. 


that she at least possessed modesty; and an 
interview, much to my joy, showed me that 
she was handsome and apparently alady. We 
were married—and the circus overture soon 
commenced. 

The very day after our wedding a little cir- 
cumstance occurred which clouded our honey- 
At the dinner-table I began to eat 
soup with a spoon, but my wife nonchalantly 


moon, 


drew a knitting-needle from her pocket, and | 


harpooning a grain of rice in the soup, put it 
into her mouth. 
but she merely replied that her appetite was 


I urged her to use a spoon, 


very delicate, and besides etiquette demanded | 


that in high-toned society soups should be 
eaten with a knitting-needle. 

I at first attributed her conduct to modesty, 
but as she continued this ridiculous practice 
of appeasing her appetite I becameangry. I 
thought this style of living would soon enable 


her to exhibit herself as a Living Skeletonin a | 


Dime Museum, albeit, as remarkable as it may 
appear, she grew more robust. 

One night Amina Octavia Melinda Mary- 
jane (that was her name), supposing I was 
asleep, got out of bed, took her hair off the 
bureau and hastily pinned it on her head, threw 
on a loose wrap, and stealthily left the room. 
I jumped from my couch, quickly donned my 
garments, and followed her. She proceeded 
directly to the pantry and closed the door after 
her, turning the key in the lock. Procuring 
a step-ladder I peeped over the transom, and 
saw Amina with the cook, who, as your 
Majesty may know, is a black demon who 
superintends the culinary duties of the 


establishment and secretly feeds a retinue of | 


sisters, cousins, and aunts from her master’s 
larder. 1 was greatly surprised to find my high- 
toned wife on familiar terms with this dusky 
menial, and almost paralyzed when I saw the 
latter place on a table a large dish of boiled 
cabbage, a huge piece of salt pork, half a 
dozen cold boiled potatoes, a plate of tripe, 
and about half a pound of Limburger cheese, 
all of which Amina ravenously ate until not a 


particle was left. Instead of marrying an in- 


spired crank, as I at first suspected, I had be- 
come the husband of a gourmand! 
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The man who actually haa the nerve to get up before 
a drawing-room full of people, and with that cheer- 
ful looking face on his shoulders, to sing that exr- 
‘pressive Song . There's nothing 80 good asa laugh, 
ha. hal 


I returned to bed with feelings I cannot de- 
scribe, and pretended to be slnmbering when 
Amina came back. She fell asleep in a few 
minutes, but was soon wrestling with a large 
and -varied assortment of nightmares, the re- 
| sult of her midnight feast. Next morning I 
| determined to journey to Chicago and procure 


a divorce, but first I resolved to try the virtue 
| of words that can never die. I arose early 
| and meditated. When breakfast was served 
Amina again produced her knitting-needle, 
and ate as usual ir my presence. ‘‘ My dear 


catanoees ae 
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A Crrrant Event.— Mr. Stobh gives Billy a bun. 





| Amina,” I said, in an affectionate tone, ‘‘ why 
will you persist in slighting the delicacies on 
my table?” She heeded not my query, and 
| being unable to longer control my feelings, I 
angrily demanded: ‘‘ Why this contemptuous 
| abstinence and mock modesty ? Aren’t the 
| orange marmalade, Charlotte russe, chicken 
salad, and deviled lobster now before you as 
palatable as boiled cabbage, cold potatoes, 
and Limburger cheese, devoured in the 
kitchen, witha coarse cook for company ?” 
[I had no sooner made this sarcastic ob- 
servation than my wife became terribly en- 
raged and wildly tore out handfuls of the hair 


She fairly foamed with passion. I bitterly re- 
gretted the day I advertised for a wife. A 
little calm reflection would have told me that 
| no refined and sensible woman ever answers 
| such advertisements. 

Uttering a volley of unrevised Biblical ex- 
pressions, my wife threw some tea into my face 
and fiercely exclaimed: ‘‘ Receive the re- 
ward of thy impertinent, step-ladder curiosity!” 

J instantly became a dog Amina, besides 
| being a gourmand, was a seventh-daughter- 
of-a-seventh-daughter enchantress. Not con- 
tent with this brutal punishment, she bela- 
bored me with a broom-stick; and as I 
dashed out of the door she suddenly slammed 
it, and pinched off a portion of my tail, caus- 
ing me to cry aloud. When in the street mis- 
_ chievous boys tied a piece of damaged tinware 





to my bleeding caudal appendage; and as I ran 
yelping along the public thoroughfare, divers 
| policemen, mistaking me for a rabid animal, 
discharged their revolvers at me, but sue- 
ceeded only in wounding an old apple-woman 


in the ankle, and lodging bullets in the legs of 


0g 
I finally eluded my pur- 
suers by darting into an editor’s sanctum, 
| where I received a grateful welcome, much to 
| my surprise—the editor remarking that | 
| would be handy to have about the office to 
‘* sick on” spring poets. 
One day a long-haired individual entered 


several pedestrians. 


the office, and proceeded to unroll seventeen 
pages of manuscript. He said he had a little 
poem entitled the ‘‘Mournful Moans of a 
Moaning Maiden,” which+ie would like to dis- 
pose of for shekels, as he had not eaten a 
square meal for five days. I was making 
| ready to bite a piece out of the crank’s leg, 
| when the editor returned the manuscript with 

the bantering remark, ‘‘Why, my very dog 
| can write better poetry than this,” and sum- 
| moning me to leap upon a stool at the desk, 
| he placed a pen in my paw, and told me to 
| dash off something Tennysonian. I leisurely 
| dipped the pen into the ink, while the editor 
| and the poet looked on in amazement, and in 
| ten minutes had composed a two-hundred-line 
| epic on ‘The Creed of the Pessimist,” com- 


mencing— 





‘From day to day he sees uo fun; 
His life’s as dreary as Sahara’s dust; 
He'll ne’er be happy under the sun, 
Until Death or something Dursts his crust.” 


The editor, who never dreamed that a dog 
could so far forget his self-respect as to write 
poetry, was more amazed than if an adver- 
tising agent had offered him nearly one-fourth 
rates for a column advertisment, while the 
poet, keenly feeling the stinging rebuke, slunk 
away, mentally resolving to forswear poetry 
in the future, and embark in the more useful 
profession of sawing wood. 

Sidi Nonman stopped here, and the Caliph, 
thinking his story only half told, asked him by 
what means he was restored to his former self. 

‘*Your Majesty,” replied Sidi Nonman, 
‘*T have not been restored. I am still a dog.” 

The Caliph was so delighted with the 
plausibility of the story that he drew his 
scimiter, and chopped off the remainder of 





Sidi’s tail close behind the ears: and the life 
| of the beautiful Scheherazade was spared 


for which she had paid seventeen sequins. | another day. J. H. W. 


























TOO HEAVY. 


THE wintry wind comes whistling through the trees, 
And sounds of bells are borne upon the breeze, | 
And in the house I sit very ill at ease, } 
For two hundred-pound Maria is on my knees 

Outside the breath of Jack Frost’s on the hill, 

Closing up the rippling rivulet and rill; 

Inside the old time clock that sounds so shrill 

Strikes eight, four hours more she'll sit! it makes me ill. 


The wind that makes th’ belated traveler shiver 
is not as cold as the chill that’s near my liver, 
And that makes my whole frame quiver 
As though it was struck by an ice-water river; 
For two hundred and ten pounds, an awful weight; 
I rather have my Sarah Bernhardt Kate, 
And I myself most soundly berate 
For making this call, which leaves me in this state. 
I think the next time I call on Maria 
I will two Samsons for the evening hire; 
And should she wish to sit upon my knees 
I'll vanish, and leave her sit upon my deputies’. 
—T. QUIRK 


“JAY CHARLTON.” 


RAFFLING for chickens is sometimes fow! 
play. 


THE Nihilists say that the Russian Emperor 
shall yet, like Nebuchadnezzar, go down on 
all fours before them. But will he do like 
Nebby and eat Czar grass? 


Socrety half-dilapidated slinks are making 
a run on tea. Bohemians | 


may drink Bohea. 


They are tea, tea. 


SOME one remarked that D. V. means the 
same as Providence permitting. Then said 
the old man, ‘‘ Let’s have some eau D. V.” 


SPURGEON’s inherited gout is a leg-acy. 





OH fisherman true, on the waters blue, 
Why sing you so jolly while you are so wet? 
I sing, when I’m blue, of my lady-love true, 
Keeping time as I sing with my old cast-a- 
net. 


THE residents and hotel-owners of Long 
Branch think of putting out many willow and 
maple trees. Almost the only thing there now 
is the beach. 


DARWIN'S new book on Monkey Shines will | 
show that the monkey in shining does not 
sadly reflect on man. It will show that the 
Garden of Eden was an ape-iary. 

WHEN the moon is in its first quarter, and 
indicates rain (what De Voe would call a 
wet moon), is it really a water crescent to | 
warn you of moisture ? 

Ir Postmaster-General Howe does not know 
post-office ways, does he know blue grass? 
Do you, Timothy, hey? 





‘‘Wuy,” said Mrs, Jones, the exsthete, to 
Oscar, as they were getting into a hoss ear, 
‘‘how poetical the papers are getting. They 
must be speaking of little male calves out 
West, when they say that there are plenty of 
This was an Irish boveline trans- | 





cow-boys.” 
iation. 


| with Maud Mullc. or Mina Muller, or some 


| ginger pop.” 


music. 


THE JUDGE. 
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“ Goin’ to the Park, Jimmy ? the balls up. 


* Not this morn’; I'm goin’ to slide in there where the three balls are up.” 


| 
NATHANIEL HAWTHORNE, in one of his Eng- 


lish note-book pages, says that the finest and 
most variegated labor in farming is digzing | 
potatoes. With due regard to the great | 
American master of English, I beg to suggest 

that the finest work on a farm is raking hay | 


other girl in the hey-day of her youth., 


THE Oneida Community, according to Gui- | 
teau, were amalga-mated. 


EMERSON once thought that he would do as 
other men do. He went into a saloon, and 
sitting for awhile, finally asked for a whisky 
skin. The bar-keeper looked at him for a mo- 
ment, and: said, ‘I guess what you want is | 


THE Oneida Community exposure is very | 
salacious. The salient point of this salty peo- 
ple was—Lot’s wives. 


OscaAR WILDE speaks of his mother as ‘‘ My 
Mama.” 








Ou, the old time corn-huskings! Do you | 
not yet hear the music of the laughter, the | 
music of the fog-horn, mingled shriek and | 
smack when some one husked a red ear? And 
didn’t the girl who got one have a red ear for | 


| lied on, and never varied. 


EMERSON says: ‘‘ Do not scramble.” Eg 
must be boiled up his way. 

A CONGRESSMAN who, when a youth, worked 
for a horse-raiser, is described as having risen 
because when young he was always to be re- 
That is a very 


| nice way of saying that he was a stable-boy. 


ALONZO has written a poem to Angelina, in 
which he says his heart has one responsive 
cherd, and that it is entwined. 
ly on a string. 


He is evident- 


THE National Live Stock Journal says that 
out West short-horns are becoming more and 
more popular. That is right. As intemper- 
ance begets stealing, if there are only short 


| horns thére will be less hooking. Let the 
| motto be short horns, for horns of plenty corn 


you copiously. 


WE remember once recording the fact that 
a little boy said that soda-water tastes like 
your foot’s asleep; but now comes a lad who 
says that weiss beer is thawed sand-paper. 
This reminds us of a Yankee on the Pacific 


Ocean who for the first time got a moutibful of 


Chile peppers. When the tears dropped, he 
gasped: ‘‘For the love of Heaven, no more 


pins and needles on toast!” 
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ON THE RAGGED EDGE. 
CasntEr.— The experts are at work on my hooks! Good gracious, what time does the next steamer sail? 





OUR POPULAR FARCES. | 

; 

Our Storage System. | 

-~~-- } 

REPORTED BY “ED.” 
CHARACTERS : 

Mr. OILY, proprietor of the Alwaysufi 
Storage Warehouse. MR. SARDINE, who de- 
sires to store his goods, 

SCENE First.—Office of Mr. OILy. Enter Mr. 
SARDINE. MR. OILY rises from his chair 
and advances. 

Mr. Oily.—Well, sir, what can I do for 
you ? 

Mr. Sardine.—Is this the office of the Aj- 
waysafe Storage Warehouse ? 

Mr. Oily.—Yes, sir. Iam the proprietor. 

Mr. Sardine.—I wish to store some few 
articles of furniture. 

Mr. Oily.—You could not have come to a 
better place. We are the only respectable 
storage firm in the city. All others, I will 
tell you confidentially as a friend, leaving busi- 
neas aside, are frauds. What articles do you 
wish to store ? 


Mr. Sardine.—A piano, a sofa and a book- 
case—that is all. 

Mr. Oily.—Well, sir, I am pleased to say 
that I have just space enough sufficient to | 
store them. Just enough space, I repeat, for 
at present I am fearfully crowded. I have 
only one compartment left, and that just suits 
your articles, if it doesn’t a trifle overcrowd | 
them. A piano, a sofa and a book-case you 
say—well, if you had added even a chair I 





could not have accommodated you. Why, 
Vanderbilt was here to-day, desiring to store 
an obelisk, sister to the one up in Central 
Park, and I had to refuse him. And yester- 
day Oscar Wilde went away with tears in his 
eyes because I didn’t have space enough to 


| take in his varied assortment of lean, lithe 


lilies. 
Mr. SaRDINE is duly impressed with MR. 
OILY’s words. | 

Mr. Sardine (eagerly).—How much will it 
cost - week? I am going to Europe, and 
may be gone for six weeks or six months, as 
yet I cannot tell: so I prefer to pay by the 
week, 

Mr. Oily.—Let me see. The compartment 
which I am going to give you is one of the 
best we have. It is fire-proof, copper-lined, 
furnished with an electric light, and there is 
hot water and a shower-bath in it. But as 
your articles just suit it, and I might not-have 
another gentleman who pleases me as well as 
you do, I will charge you only five dollars 
a week. 

Mr. Sardine.—Five dollars! Heavens! 
Why, I might just as well put the furniture in 
furnished rooms. 

Mr. Oily.—Oh, we won't quarrel about a 
few dollars. I'll say two-fifty, and, recollect, 
I will insure you against fire and burglars—at 
twenty-five cents a week extra. I will have 
the agreement drawn up right away. What 
do you say? 

Mr. Sardine.—1—I—— 

Mr. Oily.—Of course you will. You would 
be a fool—pardon me for the phrase, but my 








heart dictates it—if you didn’t. I will write 
the agreement out myself. 
| The agreement is written, and signed by both 
parties. | 
Mr. Oily.—Of course, as you don’t know 
how long you will be gone,.I require an ad- 
vance—say of five weeks. That will be—five 
times two-seventy-five is thirteen-fifty—cor- 
rect. Thanks. Allow meto wish you a pleas- 
ant trip. Take a cigar with me, please. 
Much obliged; here’s a match. Good-day. 
SCENE SECOND.—Same place. Lapse of six 
weeks between scenes Jirst and second. 
Mr. OILY at desk. 
[Enter MR. SARDINE. 


Mr. Sardine.—Ah, Mr. Oily, how are you? 

Mr. Oily.—Beg pardon, but really I do nut 
recollect your face. 

Mr. Sardine.—Why, | am Mr. Sardine; 
don’t you recollect ? 

M. Oily.—Sorry, but, really, I don't. 
Did you ever have any business transaction 
with me ? 

Mr. Sardine.—-Of course I did. Nigh two 


| months ago I came and had several articles 


| 


of furniture stored with you. 

Mr. Oily.—-So you did. I recollect now. 
You must excuse me for not recognizing you, 
but I have so much to do, see so many faces, 
that often my recollection fails. I know you 
now well enough. You stored a—a——” 

Mr. Sardine.—Piano. 

Mr. Oily.—Certainly; also a—a——” 

Mr. Sardine.— sofa. 

Mr. Oily.—Just what I suspected. Also 
a——” 

Mr. Sardine.—A_ book-case. 

Mr. Oily.—I knew it. Wenever lose track 
of articles in our establishment, for we are 
governed strictly by business principles, and 
business principles are a great thing, Mr. 
Sardine. 

Mr. Sardine.—Of course they are; but I 
would like to get my furniture now, as I am 
about to keep house. 

Mr. Oily.—Certainly, sir. (Refers to a 
ledger. Expresses great surprise. Refers 


again. Surprise increases.) Mr. Sardine, I 


| am very sorry, but I cannot give you your 





piano. 
Mr. Sardine (startled). —Why not? , 
Mr. Oili.—Because an unfortunate accident 
occurred to it. While we were raising it to 
the compartment by means of the elevator, 
the elevator broke, and your piano was carried 
with it to the cellar, where it smashed into 


| fragments. 


Mr. Sardine.—But that piano cost me fif- 
teen hundred dollars. 

Mr. Oily.—I do not doubt it at all, sir, for 
it was a very fine piano. 

Mr. Sardine.—Naturally I will hold you re- 
sponsible for it. 

Mr. Oily.—Oh, no. 

Mr. Sardine.—Why not? Our agreement 
says that you are responsible for the goods left 
in your possession. 

Mr. Oily.—Only in case of loss by fire or 
burglary. Neither of the two specified cases 
are covered by the breaking of the elevator. 
Perhaps you could just as well try to hold me 
to pecuniary account for the sofa. 

















Mr. Sardine.—Heavens ! haven’t you that? 


Mr. Oily.—No, sir. 

Mr. Sardine.—Where is it? 

Mr. Oily.—Katen up by rats. 

Mr. Sardine.—How could rats possibly eat 
up a sofa? 

Mr. Oily.—Really I cannot tell. All I 


know is that my watchman went to look after 
the safety of your sofa one morning, and found 
that all that was leftof it were the springs and 
casters, so we naturally supposed it must have 
been eaten up by the rats, as we caught sev- 
eral afterwards. And as nothing was said 
about rats in our agreement, I hold myself 
free, 

Mr. 
have my book-case? 

Mr. Ovly.—-Yes, here is the card of the place 
where it is 


Sardine (despairingly). —Can -can | 


now. I had to sell it, you know. 


Mr. Sardine.—Sell it? 
Mr. Oily.—Yes. 
Mr. Sardine.—What right had you to sell 


my property? 

Mr. Oily.—The right of the law, sir. You 
only paid me for six weeks’ storage; you were 
I did you 
ever come back; I had to sell your book-case 
to obtain my for the seventh week. 
This business, as I said before, is conducted 
upon business principles. I got six dollars for 
the book-case; I deduct my two dollars and 


away seven. not know if would 


money 


seventy-five cents storage, and give you the 
balance, 

Mr. Sardine (furiously).—That book-case 
cost me fifty dollars. 

Mr. 
six for it. 


Oily (coolly). —What of it? only got 
Now don’t make any disturbance, 
for if you do you will get the worst of it. The 
law is upon our side, and don’t you forget it. 


CURTAIN, 


SOMESODY has written a 
Stone Age in New 
body would write 
Steal Age in New 


book about ‘ The 
Jersey ;” but if some other 
another book about ‘* The 
Jersey,” it would be found, 


no doubt, a trifle more appropriate and inter- | 


esting. 


‘ POLITICAL capital ” is about the only stock 
in trade witn the average politician; and even 
that is at a terrible discount in most cases. 


THE force of habit has become so much a 
second nature to an up-town business man 
that he never pays a visit without taking a 
receipt therefor. 

THE most curious thing 
woman who isn’t curious, 


in the world: a 


A VERY collective noun: The tax-gatherer. 


RapPIp promotion indeed: Making a 


cabinet officer out of a California Sargent. 


full 


BIOGRAPHICAL female material: Her old 


dresses. 


HAYES has contributed $250 to the Garfield 
fund. It wouldn’t be a bad idea to think a 


while before saying anything more about ‘‘ the | 


THE JUDGE. 


end of the world;” there is something omin 
| ous about the foregoing. 

AN unpleasant visitor: That dreadful Bill. 

THE ex-Secretary of State appears to be suf: 
fering from an attack of chill Blaine. 

THE art of diplomacy: The art of saying 
something when you have got nothing to say, 
and the art of saying nothing when you have 
got something to say. See? 

A ROCHESTER paper, speaking of the ‘‘ Poet 
Priest,” says that he is gazed upon with admi- 
ration by thousands. May this gaze be prop- 
erly called ‘* The Watch on the Ryan?” 


IF. 
TOUCHSTONE. 
President 


There is great virtue in an if. 
If circumstances gentlemen. 
Arthur. 

If I hadn’t resigned the Senatorship. 

If I hadn't been a fool.—Me Too. 

If Garfield had only lived.—/. G. Blaine. 


permit, 


Conk ling. 


If the Retiring Bill passes.—U. S. Grant. 

If I had only suspected it before. —Fitz John Porter. 

If l had known how the old thing would have 
worked.—John A. Logan. 

If [ ain't a lucky dog. —F. T. Frelinghuysen. 

If I didn’t have to make believe resign.—T. L. 
James 


If I could only get something, however small.—@. 8, 
Boutwell, 

If | can manage to retain the collectorship.—W. H 
Robertson. 

If I can sueceed in keeping my head above water. 
John Kelly. 

If I could only interest anybody in Civil service Re- 
form.—G. W. Curtis. 





— 
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If Theodore and Elizabeth had never been 
Hf. W. Beecher. 

Ifthe newspapers don’t let me alone —C. W 
Field. 

If all my little games sueceed.—.J. Gould. 

If the Times had an editor.— World. 

If the Wor/d wasn't a Jeremy Diddler.— Tim: s 

If our no longer esteemed contemporaries would 
just let up on poor, persecuted Mr. Field.—Ma/ and 


Evcpress. 
If Tecan but capture the gullible American dol! 
Oscar Wilde. 


If 1884 should happen to require my B'l and 
S. J. Tilden. 

If I live long enough that light will be perfected 
Edison. 


If those pretended woman's righters meant business 
Susan B. Anthony. 


If my 
down more handsomely. 


American friends would o1 


Patti. 


dear old IV come 


WHIFFS WITH CORRESPONDENTS. 


S. W. C.--Declined. 
MELLON.” 
M. A. D."—Your poetry made us m—a—d 
signed it to the W. B. 


Your last has been declined. 


and so we con 


ZAcH Hickory.—We don't think we shall lose many patrons 


if we decline your article. At all events we are reckiess enough 
to trv it 

EK. T. T.—Your meter is so Jong that we snould be oliged to 
omit our column rules if we used it, and thinking such anaz 
rangement would not look very well, we have decided not t« 


do it. The verses are at this office. 


S. C, B.—We shall be obliged to decline your poem in orde! 
to give other writers and a few artists a chance in our pape 


It is somewhat too long, but i you insist upon it, we will 


issue 


asupplement or start a new paper for the sake of publishing it 


to the world, Jt would not be us if we were not accc 
dating. 

*“ ANXIOUS MAN,”’- When is a lady considered too old to get 
married?’ Well, friend ‘ man,’' that all depends upon who is 


doing the * considering.’’ If, for instance, a lady was doing tt 


she would probably say, * after she gets to be a hundred years 


old,” but men are such fastidious creatures that they would 


most likely disagree on the point. Some people think a man 


too old when he has arrived at the years of discretion, 





QUANDARY AT A STATION. 


YounG GENTLEMAN. - 


CoACHMAN. — Which one, sir ? 


Is Brown's coach here ? 
There’s eleven of that name here. 









































AN UNSIGHTLY OBJECT--WHO WILL TAKE THE AXE AND HEW IT DOWN? 
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see atew of them handed over to the po 


INFELIX! 
Unnappy Johnny Kelly had a most unhappy Hall; 
It was a very big thing, so it wasn’t very small. 
jut one unhappy morning, in the papers it was read 
Came the whole unhappy structure down on Johnny 
Kelly's head! 


So, then, far-from-happy Kelly, he sat down and said 
said he, 
This comes quite near the Latin phrase that reads 
Felo de se!” 


Extracts from a Debate on 


BY THE 


Woman, 


Hohokusville Literary Society 


‘‘Is woman conducive to man’s happiness?” 

Affirmative—Mr. De Bater—(Age 25—un- 
married. ) 

* * * From all of which, Mr. Chairman, 
I think it will be safe to conclude that woman 
is conducive to man’s happiness. 

Women, sir, 
poor men mount to heaven. 


are the wings by which we 
Women, sir, are 
diamonds, and men’s hearts are their settings. 
Happy the heart that holds such a gem. 
Some females may be Lake George, or paste 
brilliants, but the majority are gems of four- 
horse power and ten-inch focus. 

Many have wondered at what date the 
I will tell them. 

It will be when the last woman buckles on 
her wings and flies away to another sphere. 

It will be when the last Eve stretches her 
hand down the ages, and, grasping the great 
original, says: ‘‘ You were the first, I am the 
last. After me—chaos. (Great applause 
from the ladies in the gallery.) 


world will come to an end. 





? 
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THE BIG HAT NUISANCE. 


ad or ungallant, but, really 


the interest of public happiness, we should not cry to 


and marched out of our theaters. 


Negative—Mr. Snarleyow—( Age 50—mar- 
ried, and father of seven shavers. ) 
‘Is woman conducive to man’s happiness ?” 

I answer that question, Mr. Chairman. No, 
sir !! After a diversified, cussified, and mus- 
sified experience with four wives, including the 
usual addenda of mothers-in-law, aunts, and 
female hangers-on, I feel ab/e to answer the 
question —no, sir!!!!! 

Women do not conduce, sir, and I'll prove 
it by two pictures, only two, Mr. Chairman, 
but they represent the whole gamut of female 
effect on man. 

My first picture dates back to the Garden 
of Eden, before Eve’s arrival. 

Here you see Adam, a happy man, living on 
a large landed estate, amid peace and luxury. 
no girl 
headed song next door, no coal to carry up, 
no Dutch grocery bill to pay; all peace, all 
contentment. He never could be President of 
the United States; yet even that canker was 
quelled by the thousand and thirteen blessings 
that surrounded him. 


No annoyances, 


Eve arrived! 

What followed? 

Why, Adam’s first move was a move out. 
Yes, sir! Through a woman he lost the big- 
gest sinecure the world has ever seen. 

‘Ts woman conducive to man’s happiness?” 
No, sir fi!!!t! 

How did Eve accomplish the change, you 
ask? Let me tell you that story once more, 
that the truth of woman’s cussedness may 
again be brought before you. 

Imagine yourself in the Garden of Eden tak- 
ing a stroll with Eve. 

You come to a tree laden with fruit, and you 





say: ‘Eve, let me get you one of those 
bananas. They are ten-centers—every one of 
them.” 

No, she does not want a banana. 

Then you come to another tree. ‘6 Bre,” 
‘let me help you to one of those 

They are fine. Nothing to equal 
them in the New York market.” 

‘*No,. she'll not have an orange. 

A third tree is reached, Look 
at those pineapples. Any one would take 
first prize in a State fair. Do have a slice, 
Eve,” 

But she won’t—not she 

Now a fourth tree is reached—an apple 
tree. 

‘‘Ah, ha!” cries Eve, starting forward, 
‘that’s the kind of fruit for my mouth.” And 
she eats. 


you say, 


oranges, 


‘* Heavens ! 


Why did she refuse bananas, oranges, and 
pine apples? Is not 
fruit preferable ? 


high-priced tropical 
Such fruit, Mr. Chairman, 
was not preferable to her—because there was 
no cussedness connected with it. She chose the 
apple because she knew every bite was brim- 
ful of trouble to her husband. 

‘Ts woman conductive to man’s happiness?” 
No, sir !!12 71292! 

In Adam’s home life you have had my first 
picture. In my home life you will now have 
My checkered—— Eh, boy ! A 
What can it be? 

‘‘Mrs. Snarleyow has just given birth to 


the second. 
telegram for me ? 


two too toe beautiful baby boy s.”.-—NURSE.” 

Mr. Chairman, I must elose my argument, 
as Iam wanted home. Before I leave, let me 
say: Woman is not conductive to man’s hap- 
piness. No, sir! 
john fall. 


Not by a five-gallon demi- 


WHEN a fellow is courting a girl, he sings 


| with much pathos under her window: 


warbling a gray- 


‘* How can I leave thee ? 
How can I from thee part ?” 

And he is true to this sentiment long after 
marriage, After tea he is ever solving the 
problem, ‘‘ How to leave her, how from her 
to part?” and be off to a snug little spread 
where the woodbine of another girl’s affection 
tenerly twineth. 


ASTRONOMERS now say there are seven 


spots on the face of the sun. It is a wonder 
some other body with an eight spot on it don’t 


come along and take it. 


WHEN the first-born baby elephant sees the 
second, won't he go for Hebe, his mother, 


| trumpeting in her fond ear, ‘‘ What on earth 
| did you want to have that long-mouthed, slink- 





tailed little cuss for? Don’t you see you've 
broke my nose forever?” 





‘*CAUGHT on a belt,” is what the factory 
girl cried when her father burst into the par- 
lor and saw ker fellow’s arm areund her 
belted waist. 

A FRUITERER advertises ‘‘ pitted cherries.” 
Well, when we come to think of the poor rum 
they are put into, truly they are to be pitied. 
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THE MARKETS. 


Specially Reported for THE JUDGE. 
MONEY. 
Go up's firm, and greatly sought; 
Cash freely rules—till spent; 
are quickly bought, 
‘Rentes” fetch three per cent. 


“‘Consols * 


While * 


STOCKS, 
** Lake Shore” is upward bound; 
** Wabash” is running high; 
** Lake Erie” ‘’s lower found 


And * Reading ”’s far from spry 


PRODUCE, 
Cotton is very light; 
Wools are in fine demand; 
Silks are quite firm at sight, 
And furs are found on and. 


PRODUCTs. 
Dressed hogs abundant are,— 
Of ordinary mess, 
More plentiful by far 
Than value they possess. 


PROVISIONS. 
Butter is very strong 
All but too strong to gauge; 
Eggs, shy (if kept too long); 
Cheese, lively, as per age. 


Codtish (in bales) is flat; 
Clams, quiet are and low; 

Crabs, active, brisk and fat; 
Eels, fluctuating, go. 


LIQUORS, WINES, AND BEER. 
Spirits are somewhat dull; 
Champagne ex. sec is dry; 
Ale’s rising still au mu//e, 
And downward tends Old Rye. 


Why He Came 


to Texas. 


A GooD many years ago, when Austin was | 








a very small town, quite a number of prom- | 


inent citizens went out on a hunting expedi- 
tion. One night, when they were all gath- 
ered around the camp fire, one of the party 
suggested that each man should give the time 
and reason for leaving his native State and 
coming to Texas, whereupon each one in turn 
told his experience. 
a man in self-defense in Arkansas, General So- 


Judge Blank had killed | 


andso had forged another man’s signature to | 


a check, while another came to Texas on ac- 
count of his having two wives. The only one 


who did not make any disclosures was a sanc- 


timonious-looking old man, who, although a 


professional gambler, was usually called 
‘** Parson.” 
‘¢ Well, Parson, why did you leave Ken- 


tucky?” 

‘*T don’t care to say anything about it. Be- 
sides, it was only a trifle. None of you would 
believe me anyhow.” 

‘‘Qut with it! Did you shoot somebody?” 

‘‘No, gentlemen, I did not. Since you 
want to know so bad, I'll tell you. I left Ken- 
tucky because I did not build a church.” 

Deep silence fell on the group. Nosuch ex- 
cuse for coming to Texas ever had been heard 
of before. There was evidently an unexplained 
mystery at the bottom of it. The ‘‘ Parson” 
was called on to furnish more light. 
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~s SSX . 


Broadiray as it will probably appear it the esthetic craze holds on much longer. 


over to me to build a echurech—and I didn’t 
build the church. That's all.”—Zexas Sift- 
ings. 

‘RisinG Sun Pouisnh”—The strap with 


which the old man starts the boys out of bed 
at sunrise. 


IMAGINE a writer’s feelings who wrote it 
‘fan estimable Christian person,” and the 
printers rendered it ‘‘an edible Christmas 
possum.” 

SPOKEN a-mniss—A girl that is engaged. 

Knoss on the weather bureau—Corns on 
the feet. 





Is the man at the wheel always inu-cog ? 


THE reason Noah and his sons were spared, 


| 


| serts 


| 





is because they were gentlemen enough to 


take their wives with them on a yachting | as he watched the bridal party come out of 


church. 
| panions, ‘‘ they are now, but by the look of 


cruise. 


‘* How dear to the heart 
Are the scenes of my childhood 
When fond recollection 
Presents them to view!” 
How, when I played truant, 
My father, so riled, would 
Larrup me soundly— 
(Between me and you.) 
ONE RESULT OF FOREIGN TRAVEL. 
BEGINNER IN FRENCH (to big brother who 
has done the Continent).—‘‘ John, what does 
‘ Hotel de Ville’ mean?” : 
JOHN (somewhat perplexed, but not wishing 





| 


A MUMMY has been found in Egypt recently 
by the explorer, Herr Brugsech, which cannot 
be identified. Miss Anthony 
that deceased sister wore a ring, 
and as this mummy wears none, it is very un- 
likely that it will ever be identified. 


posit ively as- 
her 


THE editor who howls the loucest for a 
three-line credit to a one-line paragraph is 
the one who will bear watching when some 
neighbor has laid in his winter supply of cord- 


wood. 


IN St. Louis policemen only average three 
to a square mile; that is, when they are not 
wanted; when they are, they average one to 
the whole city, and he is in some pool-room 
playing pool. 


‘¢T SEE breakers ahead,” said the manager. 
‘There are too many light houses.” 


‘(HEARTS are trumps,” said the gambler, 


‘¢Yes,” chimed in one of his com- 
that newly-made mother-in-law, it seems as if 
clubs would »¢ trumps soon.” 


‘*GIVE me a chew,” said Jenkins, who is a 
continual beggar, to Gilkerson: ‘‘ No,” re- 
plied Gilkerson, ‘‘you are too utterly chew- 
chew.” 





THE butcher is a great skin; most of them, 


| not content with skinning their cows, etc., 


skin their customers. 
THOUGH the prophecy concerning the end of 
the world was not fulfilled, the seers still con- 


‘‘Well, gentlemen, you see, a Methodist | to appear so).—‘‘‘ Hotel der Veal?’ Why, | tinue to Shipton after ton of predictions upon 
congregation raised $3,000, and turned it | the meat market, of course.” 


} Us. 
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FOOLING HIS SISTER’S BEAU. 


Master Puitip—(imitating his sister’s voice).—Oh, good morning, Mr. Mole, lam real glad to see you. 
Excuse my rising, I don’t feel quite well to-day. 
Mr. M., who is terribly short-sighted, advances to shake hands, and is disgusted to find that he only comes 


within a foot of it. 





THE BARD OF AVON IN DISGUISE. 


BY “BREVIER.” 

HE had evidently seen better days—a good 
many years ago; so long since that he had 
probably forgotten all about 1. 

He wore a No. 14 boot on one foot, and a 


| way? 


| Greek words around here. 


dilapidated shoe of no particular size or shape | 


on the other. 

His coat, like Joseph’s, was of many colors 
—and patches—and the bald and shapeless 
relics of what had once been a fur cap 
rested jauntily on the apex of his Corinthian 
brow. 

He drifted casually into a Bowery saloon, 
swung up alongside of the bar and anchored. 


Gazing athwart the promiscuous expanse of 


free lunch which overspread the counter, his 
sinuous right eye fastened itself on the Brazil- 
ian diamond that blazed like an electric light 
on the proprietor’s shirt front, while his left 


optic took a hasty inventory of the decanters | 


arrayed in regular order on the shelves. 
There ensued a moment of silence. Then the 
man who had seen better days drew himself 
up to his full height and exclaimed: 

‘What, oh! Gambrinus, sling forth a 
royal Thomas and Jeremiah, and be mighty 
expeditious about it too! I’m as dry as a 
Herkimer county potato-patch after a six- 
weeks’ drought!” 


The saloon-keeper gazed at his visitor a | 


moment in speechless astonishment, and as 
soon as he regained his self-possession—and 
his voice—he shouted: 

‘‘Sa-ay! look here, old chap; who do you 
think you are addressing in this high-flown 


| a slate. 


style, and what in thunder do you want any- 
Talk it out in plain English, can’t you? 
Don’t quote Latin and sling three-cornered 
It don’t pay.” 

‘*Oh, ah, yes; I see you don’t exactly under- 
stand my demand. WhatI want is a Thomas 
and Jeremiah—familiarly known as Tom and 
Jerry.” 

‘* Now you're just beginning to talk sense,” 
exclaimed the saloonist. 
and Jerry, eh?” 

‘* That is what I said.” 

** All right, old coon, we'll try to satisfy your 
wants. But hadn't you better make a small 
deposit+first—say about ten cents, to cover the 
cost of the raw material? You look too much 
like a retired bank cashier to obtain credit at 
this establishment; and besides we don’t keep 
Come, pony up, or waltz out—no 
time for fooling!” 

**See here!” yelled the dilapidated stran- 
ger, indignantly, ‘‘who are you calling old 
coon? I want you to understand I am a poet; 
yes, sir, a poet!” 

‘Poet, eh? What might your name be?” 

“Tt might be most anything—John Smith, 
for instance—but it isn’t. There is no need of 
longer dissembling. I am the Bard of Avon!” 

“The Bard of Avon?” 

‘*Yes; never heard of me—the myriad- 
minded dramatist ?” 

ce a 

** Great Cesar ! 
ness when you see it? 


‘* You want a Tom 


I’m the immortal poet, 


Don’t you recognize great- | 








‘‘ Why didn’t you say so in the first place ? 
So you’re Mr. Shakespeare, are you ?” 

‘*T suppose I am,” unblushingly confessed 
the ancient Ananias. 

‘* You're the chap that wrote ‘ Hamlet,’ ‘ A 
Midsummer Night-shirt,’ ‘Taming of the Old 
Woman,’ and all the rest of the solid dramatic 
literatoor, eh?” 

‘*The very same.’ 

‘Well, by George! I’m in luck for once. 
I’m mighty glad you called, Mr. Shakespeare. 
I want to ask your opinion on a volume of 
poetry composed by myself. Just step in the 
back room, please, and I'll show it to you.” 

The man who had seen better days assented 
with a smile, and walked unsuspectingly into 
the rear apartment. 

The saloon-keeper followéd, and cautiously 
locked the door after him, then fishing a club 
out from behind a pile of barrels in the corner, 
he chuckled: 

‘* So you're old Shakespeare, ch?” 

‘*Yes, of course,” stammered the tramp, 
beginning to grow pale and a trifle nervous— 
‘* of course; but where’s that poetry? 1 don't 
see it.” 

‘¢ You'll see more of it than you want to in 
about five seconds! The air will be full of 
poetry and music when I get this club in good 
swinging order.” 


‘* You don’t mean to kill me in cold blood, 


’ 


| do you?” queried the high-flown impostor as 


he backed up in the corner, and looked anx- 
iously around for some avenue of escape. 

“That is just whatd mean to do! You've 
guessed it the first time. You see, I’ve got 
four professional pedestrians, half a dozen 
free-lunch fiends, nine organ-grinders, and a 
couple of book agents buried in the back 
yard, and I need a poet to make the collection 
complete. Take your last look at the world. 
Your time has come.” And with these words, 
the saloonist whirled his club aloft and swoop- 
ed down on the unfortunate tramp like a coal 
train with all brakes off on a down grade. 

But old Shakespeare was equal to the emer- 
gency. 

Just before the club reached him he dodged 
and made a rapid flank movement across the 
room, falling over three different barrels on the 


way, barking his shins, and bruising himself 


generally in his frantic efforts to escape. 

Reaching the window, he plunged through, 
followed by the club, and in less than fifteen 
seconds he had regained his feet, run across 
the yard, clambered over a twelve-foot fence, 
and disappeared like a ten-dollar bill at a 
church fair. 

It will doubtless be some time before Mr. 
Shakespeare visits this locality again—unless 
he gets a clean shirt, and a new disguise 


| throughout, so that no one will recognize him. 





the incompafable interpreter of Nature, the | 


divine William !”’ 
‘*The divine William?” 
‘Yes, William J. Shakespeare, Esq.” 


Ir all flesh is grass, what is John Hay? 


Mex. for the inventor of the new torpedo 
boat: You may take a craft to water, but you 
cannot make it swim. 


Goop news for honest men: A number of 
New Jersey bank officials are beginning to 
fall out among themselves. 
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Our Original Norristown Budget. 


‘“Now, doctor,” said old Mrs. Pinaphor, 
inspecting the bottle of medicine left by her 
physician, ‘if this is some of the stuff made 
by one o’ them men who print their picters in 
their advertisements, I won’t swallow a drop 
of it, because they look ’s if they didn’t know 
how to do anything but raise a long crop of 
hair, and appear as though they’d been eatin’ 
pickles.” The doctor assured his observant 
patient that the medicine was as harmless as 
water. ‘‘ And,” he might have added, ‘‘about 
as expensive.” 

Iv is one of the funniest things in the world. 
And also one of the most curious. A genius 
in Ohio built a ship that would run across 
fields, jump fences and scale mountains. He 
fitted it out with a crew and provisions for 
two years, and started on an expedition in 
search of the North Pole. The third day out 
he lost his reckoning, and after one of the 
most wonderful voyages on record, the vessel 
halted at the residence of Charles Francis 
Adams, the frigid statesman of Massachu- 
setts, having got on a wrong scent, as it were. 
This is reliable, if true. 


IN England it costs £300 to raise a boy, 
cradled among the poorer classes, from birth 
to manhood. In this country, if a boy, when 
about sixteen years old, starts out as a chromo 
peddler, he can get ‘‘raised” half a dozen 
times a week for nothing, as long as he re- 
mains in the business. 

NEWSPAPER men are the most careful people 
in the world. We hardly ev—we seldom, that 
is, hear of one of them having his pocket 
picked of $27,000. 
vigilant. 
diamonds stolen. 


And his wife is just as 


Pror, CHEYNE is going to try to reach the 
North Pole in a balloon. The scheme may be 
practicable, but the fact that the professor's 
immediate female relatives have been recently 
consulting fashion magazines to ascertain the 
latest styles in mourning wear, waquld seem to 
indicate that they don't invest much faith in 
the undertaking: 





She never has $30,000 worth of 








THRE JUDGE. 


‘* How to Preserve Dead Bodies” was the 
head-line that caught the eye of Mrs. Pina- 
phor, as she picked up a scientific paper. 
‘“Good gracious!” she exclaimed, ‘what 
won't they preserve next! I thought it was 
bad enough when they got 
autumn leaves, but dead bodies—ugh! A 
body nowadays don’t know what they are get 
tin’ when they buy store preserves.”. And she 
went to the closet to see if the quinces she 


to preserving 


| put up had ‘‘ worked.” 


A MAGAZINE writer says: ‘‘ There is an un- 
der-current of suppressed yearning, almost 
akin to pain, that belongs to the natural music 
of Norway.” We have noticed the same 
peculiarity in the natural music of Italy—only 
considerably more so. The suppressed yearn- 
ing is quite akin to pain—and consists in yearn- | 
ing for a club with which to smash the musical | 
instrument into small bits. As long as this 
yearning is suppressed the Italian artist who 
revolves the crank is safe. He doesn’t 
pain, but the man who yearns does. 


suffer | 
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THE ‘*‘ New Century Club” of Philadelphia 
is composed entirely of women—who, being 
the ‘‘ weaker sex,’’ should have a club for pro- 
tection. What is sauce for the goose is ditto 
for the gander, the poet tells us; and now the 
ladies of the New Century Club can go home 
an hour after midnight with the bows of their 

kties crawling around under their left ears, 
« their hats crushed all out of shape—the 
er sign of jollification not being noticed, 
and singing, ‘‘ Sallie, fill—hic—up 
the bowl,” or something that way, without 


however 


finding their husbands sitting up for them 
loaded with remarks suitable for the occasion. 
But they shouldn’t undertake to mollify their 
husbands by explaining that they were ‘‘down 
at the lodge,” or ‘‘ up at the office taking ac- 
count of stock.” The men have been there, 
and know how it is themselves. 
‘IMPRISONMENT for life” is a very partial 
It discriminates in favor 
The man of seventy 


sort of punishrent. 
of the older criminal. 
who is sentenced to prison for life is likely to 


| serve thirty years less than the youth of twent) 


A “RAILROAD WaR” is reported in the 
West. And now, of course, the price of gold, 
and oats, and leather, and muslins, and flour 
and things will goup to altitudinous figures. 
We never heard of a ‘‘ war” that didn’t raise 
the price of such things like all possessed. 





A MAN in Marlsville stole two coffins and es- 
caped. The citizens are now watching the 
cemetery, for fear he will return some dark 
night and steal a vault. They must have an 
idea that it is his design to go West and start a 
grave-yard of his own. 


SoME one has discovered that the Fourth of 
July in the year 6869 will come on Tuesday. 
That will suit us. We were afraid it would 
happen on Monday, and we dislike to have 
two holidays telescoped, as it were. Vennor 
should now tell us whether the day will be 
clear and pleasant, or rain with thunder and 
lightning, so that Sunday-schools may arrange 
for their picnics. If he predicts fine sun- 
shiny weather, of course the picnics will be 
postponed until the next clear day. 

AN absent-minded ex-circus agent, now 
cierking for an undertaker’s establishment, 
wrote out a business advertisement the other 
day and took it to the office of a local news- 
paper to secure its insertion. The newspaper | 
man took the advertisement, and was some- | 


what perpiexed when he read: ‘The Great- 
est Concern on the Road! Wait for the Boss 
Hearse, drawn by a pair of beautiful coal- 
black steeds, richly caparisoned, and gar- 
nished with plumes as black as midnight! 
Our Aggregation of Coffins Strike the beholder 
with awe and admiration! Single admission 
ten dollars and upward; children, half price. 
No dead-heads admitted! Gentlemenly ushers 
in attendance. Don’t forget the time and 
place!” The newspaper man said it appeared 
to be a new departure in such announcements, 
but if he was the undertaker’s clerk he would 
omit the line, ‘‘ No dead-heads admitted,” for 
it seemed to him that the admitting of such 
characters was the biggest part of an under- 
taker’s business, 





who receives a similar sentence. A more just 
plan would be to give each ninety-nine years, 


and let it go at that. 


A PRINTER in New Mexico can spell an) 
word that may be pronounced to him as fast 
backward as anybody can forward. There 
are printers in this section of the country who 
can surpass the orthographical freaks of the 
New Mexico compositor. In ‘‘ setting copy” 
they often commence in the middle of a word 
and spell both ways at once, and when it ap- 
pears in ‘‘proof” it looks like the double- 


| jointed cognomen of a Russian general, gar- 


nished with spikes. W. 


How Pipes Understood Oscar 


From his recent lecture, the following is a 
very clear impression of what Wilde says 
zstheticism is: 


‘¢ Hstheticism pvoper is the combination of 


matter over the irresistible impulse of the 
concrete or obsciete spectator seeking the an- 
terior information, or disturbing the elements 


| of the spiritual amalgamation of the convex 
| tremulousness of art, at the distinct advance 
of the sublimary or controlling influence of 
| the mind over the suggestive thought, or of 


sustaining concroasness, when a man is so 
elaborating the fitful pulsations of the carbonic 
artery, as it governs the acidity of an esthetic 
flower-pot, or geranium, or even the sublimity 
of space, so far as the primary or intuitive 
handling of a painting by Goethe, in which 
the lovely ‘Lily’ is entirely predicated on 
the crookedness of the ‘sun-flower,’ or where 


| the theoretic element of the French revolution 


is made so utterly didactic tuat the witchery 
of its golden hues is so incomplete that the 
commercial spirit of England is without doubt 


| the truest element in the phosphorescent and 


ecstatic government of the spheres of both col- 
onies as far as this country never was.” 


1.000 REWARD for a perfume like Read’s GRAND 
* DUCHESS COLOGNE. It took first premium at At 


lanta; also The World's Fair, and was pronounced the best in 
the world for pungency, strength, and delicacy of odor. It is 
made of Ottar of Roses and French Flowers. 




































































No. 194 FIFTH AVENUE, | 
Under Fifth Ave. Hotel. 


No. 212 BROADWAY, 
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ENGLISH HATS, 
“WMiartin’s” Umbrellas. 


opwax, = THE HATTER’S |= sxoves 


1@ STYLES ARE CORRECT !! | 


WORLD RENOWNED 


Foreign Novelties. 
THE BEST!! 27 


£ 


| QUALITY — 


Agents for the sale of these remarkable —- AA *3"& § can be found in every city in the United States. 
All Hats manufactured by this house are the recognized standard of excellence throughout the world. 
None genuine without the trademark. 





wore RHEUMATISM 


Gout, Gravel, Diabetes, French Vegetal Salicylates, infallible 
harmless, scientifically ozeciaimed specifics relieve at once; cure 
within four days. Box, ’ eware of salicylic substitute. L. \. 
PARIS, No. 102 W. lath st., N. Y., only representative. Send stamp 
for pamphlet and references. Authentic proofs furnished at office 
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My sweetheart’s love is true as steel, 
I reall: do declare; 

I love to hear her silvery voice, 
And stroke her golden hair, 

And though she has an iron will, 
Her friends have often said 

That she will soon be melted down 
When to the altar lead. 

And then she has a little brass, 
(But surely that's no sin), 

sesides, to make up for it all, 
She has her share of tin. 

—Utica Herald. 


Str,” began a creditor who met one of his victims 
on Grand River street yesterday, ‘‘I sent you a bill in 
June.” ‘Yes, sir.” ‘‘ Andagain in September.” ‘ Yes, 
sir.” ‘And again in December.” “ Yes, sir.” ‘ And 
I presume you received one the other day?” ‘I did, 
sir.” ‘Well, sir—well, sir?” flustered the creditor. 
‘Well, you needn’t feel so stuck up over it,” replied 
the other as he lighted a twenty-cent cigar. ‘There 
are firms in this town who send me bills every two 
weeks in the year, and they never stop me on the street 
to brag about it, either! I detest such egotism, sir! 
Good-morning!”— Detroit Free Press. 


THE Philadelphia magazin» editor who printed Ed- 
ward Everett Hale’s ‘‘Man Without a Country” as a 
new thing, protests that an editor can’t be expected to 
be familiar with everything in English literature. That is 
what the country editor said, who published Longfellow’ 
‘Excelsior ” as the product of a gifted young lady ‘in 
our village, whose ability is only excelied by her 
modest y.”"— Boston Herald. 


PHEISS | CONCERTS, 14th ST., NE a. _— AVE. 
VERY AFTERNOON AND EVENIN 


Walker, Tuthill  Bresnan 


Successors to R. F. COLE & CO, 


and 





PRINTERS’ WAREHOUSE, 
201-205 WILLIAM STREET, 


New York. 


CORNER FRANKFORT STREET. 
| eres 
Leads, Brass Rule, Brass Calieys, Metal Furniture and 
Quotations. Boxwood, Mahogany and Maple 


for Engravers’ Use. Blocking, Rout- 
ing, Mortising, Etc. 


Send one, two, three or five dollars 
for a retail box, by express, of the 
best Candies in the World, put up in 
handsome boxes. All strictly pure. 
po for presents, Try it once. 


Address, Cc. F. GUNTHER, Confectioner, 
78 Madison St., Chicago. 


LEGGAT BROS. 


CHEAPEST 
BOOK STORE 
IN THE WORLD. 


498,76: new AND OLD BOOKS ALMOST GIVEN AWAY 
NEW CATALOGUE FREE. SEND STAMP. 
IMMENSE PRICES PAID FOR OLD BOOKS, 


No. 81 CHAMBERS STREET, 


Third door west of City Hall Park, N. Y. 











BINDERS 


FOR FILING 


The Judge 
IN BOOK FORM 


For sale at the office, 
and 15 Park Row, 
New York. 


DODGING 
A 
CREDITOR 


By “ED.” 

One of the handsomest 
books ever published. 
FRANK TOUSEY, 

Publisher 

34 & 36 North Moore St., N.Y. 








THREE OF THE FUNNIEST BOOKS EVER PUBLISHED. 


By “BRICKTOP.” 


THE BALD-HEADED c LUB, - 
ON A JURY, . 
RED HOT, - - 


FRANK TOUSEY, Publisher, 34 & 36 North Moore Street, N. Y. 


Price 10 Cents. 
Price 10 Cents. 
Price 10 Cents. 





MY WIFE’S MOTHER, 


By “BRICKTOP.” 


One of the funniest and most satirical! books ever published ; 
TOP” ¢a the great humorist of the day. Do not fail to purchase this book and judge for 
yourself, Send 10 cents to FRANK TOUSEY, Publisher, Nos. 34 & 36 North Moore 
Street, New York, and you will receive a copy by return mail. 


everybody knows “ BRICK 








PRICES REASONABLE... 





WEBER, 


MANUFACTURER OF 


GRAND, SQUARE: UPRIGHT PIANOS 


TERMS EASY. 


Warerooms: Fifth Ave. and W. Sixteenth St., New York 
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EARSON & TALLMAN. | crm 2atne, mitain of this vile sheot has an easy | “FEATHER - WEIGHTS. 
P ; swaying motion while addressing an audience, some- — a 
thing like that of a clothes-line in a gale of wind, while 85,86 and $7.50 


SHIRT MAKERS, | atte nincretigne op tke 0 telnatern, nnd a.cete 


389 Sixth A >4th St ract of words flows from his lips in a perfect torrent of 

é 2 § bee COP. SZ st. . : : 

| en Seeeey OOS th ? unintelligible eloquence. He also has a graceful and 
And 22 FOURTH AVENUE. 


With neat-ftting ~ 


» Neat, lage, Strong. 


effective gesture in which he crouches until his spike: 





The irgest and finest assortment of Silk and Wool Under tail coat swee ps t the floor, and then, suddenly starting 5 
wear in New York. Silk Umbrellas, Fine Neck Dressings, &<¢ . 
( 1e uWSs e { whout ¢ 
Manufactory, 391 & 393 Sixth Avenue up like a frightened fawn, he paws the air without a 
‘ pause, and clutches wildly at intangible objects until 
‘ ; gor ae | BROADWAY, 
THE CHEAPEST NOVELTY HOUSE ] reason resumes its throne, when he ceases and is led 
IN THE WORLD. away in charge of the officer to answer to the charge z 


GOLD! GOLD! Easily Made. of disturbance of the peace and indignant behavior in- SIXTH AVENUE, 
$10 aday. Employe 
ment for all. We 
want age eg ggg 
town inthe U.S. and 
Canada to introduce 
our new noveities, 
Jewelry. Watches 
Tricks, Brazilian 
Diamonds. Cata North Pole, and if Mr. Bennett can influence Russia to 


=CANES 
The Wilson Patent 


ADJUSTABLE CHAIR, 
u ‘ 


side the city limits.—Laramie Boomerang. 
Mr Bennett, of the Hera/d, has gone to Russia to 
consult with the Russian government about fitting out 





another polar expedition. We would suggest that there 


are otner Poles more in need of assistance thas the 
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cent «1 stamps f razilian Diamonds ameilorate their condition, he will win warmer thanks Library, Invalid ¢ 
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in Studs, Rings, Pins, 25, 60, 75 than any piece of Arctic timber can give him.—Rome a ‘ 
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nets, from 25 cents up to $2.00 each, ‘‘ Isn't the moon beautiful this evening?” said Aionzo, oe thc ad as fn 
A P . } . prompt ( ’ S 
FELTON MANUFACTURING COMPANY, as he snuggled his arm just as close upon hers as he siuippe ul C.0.D 
No. (38 Fulton Street, N. Y. could. ‘Y¥-vyes but I know another moon that is Send stamp ; ilu ati ‘ 
activ ecstatic in ita: lav ' READING POSTTION. iar; quote TI — 
OF PUBLIC INTEREST perfectly ecstatic in its loveliness. “Do you What a siiinen The Wilson Adjus. Chair M’f'g Co., 
. moon is that, ducky?” ‘It’s the honeymoon, Alonzo 661 BROADWAY, N. ¥ 
QUACKS ADVENTURERS, AND IMPOSTORS and don’t you think it is about time for us to have 





When the world was in its infancy, rocking in the cradle of one?” The cards are out.—New Haren Register. B ] 1hi 
superstition, so-called medical pretentious jugglers and quacks ‘ } l 1ar a es 
I . ; A COLLINSVILLE man h , 


sail has r} ry V 
infested the world to its detriment. This state continued until is bought a pig which weighed 



























































2 education and the general dissemination of knowledge deci when dressed 837 pounds, a fact that would make 
mated their ranks. To-day, living in an atmosphere of civiliza- Ananias blush the whole length of his spine.--Dan- 
on, we are beset and surrounded by a new class of adventur Lury News. 
ers, charlatans, and ignorant impostors, whose excellent : 
knowledge of human nature leads them to humbug the public OnE touch of nature makes the whole world skin ‘ 
in the most extraordinary and shame ful manner, hief among one another.—Gourerneur Herald. 
- which may be named stomach and liver appliances, and a 
id large class of electric and magnetic humbugs. = 
These adventurers attempt to make the public believe that by T > ‘FQ 
the union of two antagonistic metals an electric current is pro N. H l BBARD MILLER, 
ducible; that electricity is generated by magnetizing a piece of — ; f 
ron sufficiently to s a cx ass. sands believe suc . , 
ir ee ) > — a ae eee TAILOR and IMPORTER The grand meda “ the highest pre nol over nations, has 
ee eee z ae tot Co re es d Combinatiot 
and he will quickly inform you how greatis the imposition. It c - a a ng r vol 4 — ~ aris E xhibit and c 187 . Ne ; 
is somewhat singular to believe that intelligent persons are and second-hand Billiard Tables in all destens at lowest urices 
misled by these stupid toys and charms, under the sentimenta Nos 101 & 103 Nas a St . nice = 
idea that “ electricity is life.” Electricity is a powerful restor ’ assau ) WwW. CO CoO. 
ative agent when produced and applied scientifically by an ’ THE H. LLENDER 
expert electrician, not otherwise. 768 BW Si New York. 84 & 86 STATE ST., Chi. 
3 Family remedies have been and still are an absolute necessi BENNETT BUILDING. NEW VORK. 241 TREMO T ST., Boston. 15S. STH ST., St. Louis. 
$ ty in the household. A vast proportion of the world’s popula ; SEND FOR ILLUSTRATED CATALOGUE, 
f yn is more or less inaccessible to medical practitioners, and 
5 { this, united with the necessities of others to provide themselves 
£ with inexpensive yet reliable medicines, has created and en > 
i couraged the production of simple household specifics, to be 
: employed in an emergency or in an urgent case until the ar 
; rival of the fam‘ly physician. These statements being essen S 
5 tially true, the strongest possible protection for the public is 9 
: to have such medicines prepared by skillful and conscientious 
4 pharmacists, educated in the science of medicine, rather than 
q to accept worthless and injurious compounds or nostrums, put 
; ygether by persons who are as ignorant of the first principles 
3 of materia medica as they are of therapeutics, | 
? BENSON'S CAPCINE PLASTER | 
; is pre-eminently an article of extraordinary merit, and after a 
rn trial of ten years is pronounced to be the best family medicine 
: for external use ever invented. They are founded on true 
‘ medical skill, and will positively cure ailments that othe THAT GO 70 
: active medicinal articles faileven to relieve. Without excep- 
: tion it is the safest, neatest, cleanest and cheapest medicinal Ny 
4 article ever compounded. BENSON’s CAPCINE PLASTER is a , 
: pharmaceutical preparation of the highest order of merit, in eS F | 3 
‘ dorsed and recommended by DLD DIES FOR d] 
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Pharmaceutical Chemists, New York. i 
Highes’ awards—medals at International Expositions.— } 
Advertis vent. 
n 
COR. 
© 
p is 
é | BUSINESS MEW 
3 OFFICE 
oy * TURE. 
| CASH PAID TOPE 
NEW YORK VY ks 
FOR . a} tt 
4 
Old ela rs, Books, Pamphlets, Rags, Rope and > 
Bagging, Copper, Brass, Lead, Zinc, Pewter, Type g 
pe Plates, Stereotype Plates, Tin Foil, | * a! = althh f 
Tea Lead, and Old Metal of every description 4 LM Pox = A A 
\ HA = 
ORDERS BY MAIL PROMPTLY ATTENDED TO, Yj > Wi: re "N F i 
N Tk UV? i = 
Will send to any part of the City or suburbs, rae pA! AY > \i¥ S , el = 
— SS - SE SS “I \ ey 
UII COIN “agit nC 
BABIES For I. ONS 8 \ RN Al= : 
ARSTABZIINA iw 
’ HIGH CHAIPE Ye SSSSAINGS QV. si 
, adh ie = 
25 ANN STREET, NEW YORK. | in FACT EVERYBODY _——— 























JUDGE. 


im & 























The door-keeper 


Esthetic umbrella 


stand. 


Ladies’ maid 


guests. 


ach with 


Cx 


Receiving their guests. 











PONDLILY., 


2 
SI 
B 
< 
= 
S 
S 
2 
=) 
fa 
© 
Es 
; 
I 
: 
fa) 
3 











